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Alter Bridge had just finished a headlining show as part of the Soundwave Festival in Australia Myles Kennedy, 
the singer of the band, quickly wiped his face of sweat with the white towel he had been given as he walked 
off of the stage. Thousands of cheers from elated adolescents and young adults followed his exit. 


"Awesome show, Myles!" 


Kennedy lowered the towel from his face to see one of his friends, known widely as Satchel, beaming back at 
him. Satchel was the lead guitarist of Steel Panther, the band Alter Bridge shared the night's bill with. During 
his performance, Myles had taken note of Satchel standing to the side of the stage, watching him work his 


magic over the audience. He smiled. 

“Thanks Satchel" he grinned, "You wanna grab a drink?" he asked. 

Satchel's left eye narrowed slightly. Throughout the tour, he and his band, in cahoots with the remainder of 
Alter Bridge, had been the ones to initiate any kind of after party with Myles. However, they were almost 
always turned down, since Myles wanted to rest his voice, so he could perform the next night. Myles’ face fell 


slightly; he had noticed Satchel's cynicism. 


"| was just thinking, since we've got a day off, we could hang out." the sentence trailed off. 


"No, of course," Satchel interrupted as his expression changed to one of joy, “Itll be killer. Let me just grab my 


vest from my dressing room, and I'll come find you guys." 
"Cool, I'll catch you in a while then" Myles answered with a flicker of a grin lighting his eyes. 


The Californian guitarist climbed down a set of metallic stairs, away from the side stage area The area was 
dark from the use of black cotton drapes that were used to eliminate any light seeping through from the 
lighting rigs hanging above the audience. As he descended, he heard the buzz of the stage crew working 
beneath the stage. From the sound of metal striking metal, Satchel deduced that they were already beginning 
to take down the bands' stage set, ready to load it into trucks to continue the tour around the continent. The 
sole of Satchel's black cowboy boots hit the concrete floor at the bottom of the steps. Lingering for a 
moment, he twisted the top half of his body slightly, angling his gaze down to the floor. He cleared his throat. 


"You guys want some beers?" he called, deliberately slowing his speed of speech to accommodate for the raise 


in volume around him. 
"Sure! We'll be down soon," came a response, "Thanks Satchel!" 


Satchels body resumed its natural stature, he stretched his spine slightly as it did so. The muscles in his 
right arm and shoulder flexed as he reached out to the black drape in front of him. Turning his head to the 
left slightly, the guitarist gathered some of the material in his fingers and tossed it to his right, watching for 
a break in the material to appear. Spotting a sliver of light trickling into the area in which he was standing, 
Satchel instinctively threw out his left hand, his long fingers curling around the edge of the drape. Then, he 
brought his right hand to the edge of the drape, his own fingers interlocking for a moment. Dropping his left 
hand, Satchel brought his right arm further out to the right, increasing the gap in the drape, slowly stepping 
into the artificial light of one of the venue's many corridors as he did so. Once he had slipped his slender, yet 


muscular body through the drapes, he released the fabric, letting it fall and billow behind him. 


Artificial white light, with a slight blue tinge flooded the corridor from the strip light installations fixed to the 
high ceilings. The corridor's walls had been manufactured from bricks and mortar. The brickwork had been left 
exposed, but painted a brilliant white, giving the illusion that the corridors were much wider than the thirty 
two feet they actually were. The floor had been cast from concrete, which had been buffed over countless 


times, but left its natural grey hue. 


Steel Panther's guitarist walked down the centre of the corridor. His stride was larger, more authoritative than 
usual, his hips swayed with purpose. The sound of his boots clipping against the concrete ricocheted off of the 
walls and filled the vacuum of the corridor, silencing the swish of his black spandex trousers as his calves 
occasionally rubbed together. His copper locks swelled behind him, the ends of his waves batting the bare skin 
of his shoulders. The slashed material of his black sleeveless Darth Vader shirt rose and fell against Satchel's 
torso with each step he took His toned, muscular arms hung by his side, swinging like pendulums, propelling 

him slightly as he moved. As he marched through the corridor, he stared straight ahead of him, mentally 
preparing himself for that night's drinking and debauchery. Satchel's dirty grey eyes burned into the vacant 


space before him. He inhaled, and broadened his shoulders, asserting his dominance over the space he was 


occupying. His lips twisted into a smirk. Once again, he would be the centre of attention, the life and soul of the 
party, just as he always was. His ego fed on the enjoyment of others, he claimed their elation, wanted all of 
their pleasure to be his. 


Satchel turned a corner in the corridor and made his way down a shorter, much narrower hallway to his 
dressing room. His right hand wound its way around the brass door handle and began to twist. Then, without 
warning, Satchel felt a pair of hands grab his shoulders and throw him against the wall. 


The white brickwork was cold against the skin which Satchel's shirt had left exposed. The hairs on his 
forearms slowly rose, as the pores of his skin was plaguing with goosebumps. His wrists were pinned to the 


wall at his sides, so he was unable to move. Quickly, his breathing began to stagger and catch in his throat. 


Long fingers splayed over his wrists, coiling around them like a snake about to constrict around its prey. The 
hands clasping Satchel's were cold, making his skin burn. Tensing his arms, Satchel was dismayed to find that 

this would not cause his captor to relinquish their grip on him. He snapped his head to the right when he felt 
his arms being moved against his will Strangely, Satchel offered no further resistance, watching his arm rise 
above his head. A thick silver bracelet fell from its place on the perpetrator's wrist and settled three inches 


down his forearm. 


Satchel's hands met above his head. His fingers laced with his captor's momentarily. The guitarists mind 
clouded with confusion. Why hadn't he raised some kind of alarm? Why was he not fighting this person off of 
him and running in the opposite direction? Better still, why was he now allowing his assailant to spread his legs 
apart with his foot? Why was he welcoming the sensation of someone else's knee rub against his crotch, 


feeling pleasure from it? 


The buildup of sensation between his legs caused Satchel to tense his jaw, and stifle a moan through bared 
teeth. The wave of arousal was fleeting, the release from it allowed Satchel to bow his head. He spied a 
voluptuous thigh clothed in black denim in between his legs, the source of his rouse. Then, he realised, he had 
no idea who was having such a profound affect on him. His chest lurched like an old steam train as the thigh 
between his legs circled again. His head snapped up, Satchel was determined to know who was pinning him to the 


wall. 


His grey eyes were met with smouldering pools of blue. Satchel scanned the face that was slightly above him. 
The light blue eyes he looked into were aflame with curiosity and desire. Pulling his gaze away from the eyes 
for a moment, Satchel noticed a thin layer of facial hair around the person's mouth and chin. That was when 
he knew that another man was pinning him up against the wall. As a result of this, Satchel's breathing spiked 
inaudibly with fear. He watched as the man before him parted his lips and slowly licked the surface of his thick 
bottom lip, coating the flesh with a film of saliva. The man's face was framed by shoulder length brown hair 
which was laden with cooling sweat. The aroma of the man's sweat was something which Satchel had grown 
familiar with over the previous few days. He drew his head back to the wall. 


"Myles?" Satchel asked in disbelief. 


"Hush, I'm not going to hurt you," Myles whispered tracing his knuckles down Satchel's jaw line. 


Myles’ long, slender fingers lingered under Satchel's chin, before tipping the younger man's head slightly 
backward. Beneath his fingers, he felt Satchel's pulse begin to race, and the muscles in his jaw tense. His own 
heart began to thump with anticipation. For a moment, Kennedy's head felt light, and as if it was beginning to 
spin. He mentally shook himself of the feeling and stared into Satchel's grey eyes. Being two inches taller than 
the guitarist in front of him, Myles craned down slightly, stopping when his lips were millimetres from 
Satchel's. 


Satchel exhaled uneasily, his chest shuddering as his diaphragm emptied. He felt trapped, as though he was 
never going to escape the hold on him. At the same time, Satchel didn't want to escape; he wanted to know 
what was going to happen to him. The same thing which led a proverbial cat to its untimely end, was leading 
Satchel into uncharted waters. With a sharp intake of breath as he became overwhelmed with the intensity of 
the situation, he closed his eyes, softly biting his bottom lip to stop his breath from being heard. The warmth 


of Myles' breath on his muzzle caused him to slacken his bottom jaw, releasing his lip as a result. 


Myles looked at the man he had pressed to the wall and admired the cacophony of emotions ripping through 
his face. The one which stood out to the Alter Bridge singer the most was anticipation. That physical 
representation of expectation was all that Myles needed to proceed, the fact that Satchel wanted to know what 
was going to happen next, if anything. He brought his thumb to Satchel's bottom lip and softly caressed it, 
smiling slightly as he heard baited breaths escape Satchel. He brushed the side of Satchel's nose with his own, 
his lips a hair width away from Satchel's. Closing his eyes, Myles inhaled the scent of aftershave, alcohol, and 
stale sweat, the smell of Satchel into his system. His lips parted as Satchel's scent took over him. A 
nanosecond later, Myles' top lip nestled between Satchel's lips. He closed his mouth around Satchel's bottom lip, 
silently rejoicing when he felt Satchel's lips come together a moment later. Without planning, the two men's 
breathing has synchronised, exhaling against each other. Myles’ fingers unfurled underneath Satchel's chin as 
his hand snaked to the side of Satchel's throat, realising that his touch was causing Satchel's skin to pucker 
with goosebumps. He pushed himself onto Satchel, forcing their kiss to deepen momentarily. 


Slowly, Myles pulled himself away from Satchel. He had a fraction of the satisfaction that he needed, though it 
was only a small fraction Myles deliberately left his hand on Satchel's neck, feeling the skin warm his palm. 
Satchel moved against Myles, causing the singer to tighten his grip on the guitarists wrists which were still 
pinned to the wall above his head. Myles opened his eyes to see that Satchel's were still closed, that Satchel's 
face had not yet relaxed from the kiss. 


"Satchel," he breathed. 


Satchel slowly opened his eyes, greeted with the sight of Myles watching him, waiting for his reaction. All in all, 
Satchel didn't know how to react. He had never had that kind of contact with a man. The only intimacy he had 
had with a man before this point was sharing a woman with his band's singer during a threesome. The idea of 
kissing another man just hadn't appealed to him in the past. Now that it had actually happened to him, he was 


plagued with confusion. His gaze dropped, he needed a moment away from Myles’ intense stare. 


"| don't understand." Satchel uttered. 


Myles removed his hand from Satchel's throat, throwing a glance up the small corridor as he did so. The 
corridor was still empty, there were no sounds of people approaching. From that, Myles’ took a risk and 


assumed that they would not be interrupted for some time. 


"There are stories about you, Satchel" Myles began causing Satchel to raise his line of sight once more as if 
to ask him about the nature of the stories, "The way you are with women, the way you beguile them," Myles 
studied Satchel's bewilderment for a moment, "Enchant... bewitch," he explained drawing a breath into his lungs, 


"| need to experience that for myself." 
Satchel shook his head, "ls this a dream? A badly written fanfiction?" 


Myles laughed, "Far from it” the smile disappeared as his hand reached for Satchel's washboard stomach, "Try 
it.. Try me, please?" 


The auburn haired man looked up the corridor, the same as Myles had just done. He had to crane his head 
slightly so he could see past his arms. The corridor was empty, which again filled him with confusion He 
couldn't decide if this was a blessing or a curse. He closed his eyes as he returned his head to the wall he was 
clamped to. He sighed, unsure of what he wanted. The kiss he had shared with Myles wasn't as bad as he 
thought it could have been In fact, he'd rather enjoyed it, not that anyone needed to know that. In spite of 
that, Satchel knew that Myles was in on his enjoyment. 


What was the worst that could happen? They could get caught, get interrupted. Worse still, one of his own 
band mates could walk around the corner at any time and see him in a clinch with Myles. Though his band, 
Steel Panther, was rather blasé about homosexual tendencies, there was an unwritten rule between them all, 
that they were strictly all about girls, and female genetalia while in the confines of a show, or where a fan 


could see them. 


On the flipside, Satchel knew that the only orgasm that he was going to get that night would be from himself. 
Why do it yourself when someore is willing to do it for you was his way of thinking. Also, he could say that he 
tried it at least, and if he didn't like it, then he could always stop and never mention it again. Since he was 
always bragging about being the pioneer of the band, it was about time that he practiced what he preached. 
He opened his eyes and looked at an expectant Myles. 


"This stays between us, okay?" 


Myles smiled, "Feel that, Satchel?" he purred as he stroked his crotch against Satchel's. 

Myles' erection, growing ever tighter against the zip of his jeans, brushed against the younger man. His blue 
irises burned into Satchel's grey. Again, and again, he brought his erection into Satchel's crotch, feeling his 
penis growing within the spandex. Satchel could only maintain eye contact for a few seconds, before his eyes 
rolled into the back of his head. He tipped his head back and strained to keep a moan within his mouth, failing 


miserably. 


Myles pulled his hips away from Satchel's, and replaced the contact with his right hand. The heel of his hand 
caressed the top of the bulge in Satchel's spandex, as his fingers curled around the rest of the bulge. He 
squeezed Satchel, forcing the guitarist to moan again. Myles grinned, knowing that he had the younger man's 
pleasure at his mercy. Satchel's hips bucked against Myles' touch, causing his erection to press into Myles’ 
open palm. Myles flicked his gaze to Satchel's face. His eyes were closed, though from the rate that his long 
eyelashes were batting his cheekbone, Myles could tell that Satchel's eyes were rolling into the back of his 
head. His pink lips were parted, a heavenly sip of air was audible as it was sucked through his teeth. 

Myles pressed himself to the forty one year old's body again. He buried his face in Satchel's copper hair and 
inhaled his musk. Squeezing Satchel's shaft again, he felt the smaller man's body tense against his, his erection 
once again filling Myles’ palm. Myles brought his lips to Satchel's neck, planting a small, soft kiss on his hot skin, 
before kissing his earlobe, grating his teeth against his ear. 


"My dear," Myles breathed, a slight chuckle to his voice, "We've not even begun" 


Satchel's eyes snapped open when Myles sank his teeth into his neck. The deep muscles in his stomach began 
to tense, causing him to straighten his form against Myles. He felt Myles‘ facial hair against his neck as felt 
his knees began to shake. 


Myles snaked his hand beneath the waistband of Satchel's spandex. To his surprise, Satchel's pubic hair had 
been shaven off. As his palm made contact with Satchel's shaft, he noticed that the younger man was already 
slick with pre-ejaculatory substances. He sniggered against Satchel's neck 


"Seems like the stories are true," he began, "Always so ready, Satchel, so willing." 


His long, slender fingers coiled around the base of Satchel's penis. He felt Satchel's chest expand against his own 
as a sharp intake of breath was taken. Myles could hear a moan rumbling through the younger man's throat. 
When the noise had reached Satchel's mouth, it had changed into a muffled growl which thundered through his 
entire body. Every inch of Satchel's shaft ran back and forth through Myles' hand as he was pumped 
agonisingly slowly. With impatience growing within him, Satchel's hips bucked against Myles' hand, causing a 


momentarily faster impel of his penis. 

"Patience," Myles mumbled against Satchel's neck, "I'll get you off." 

The softness of Myles' voice sent excitement ripping through Satchel's nerves. The arousal of this new 
excitement caused his shaft to grow harder, and begin to throb. He felt Myles pump him harder and faster, 
beyond the limits he could usually handle. Myles was handling his penis like he did his guitar, like a possession 
which had to exceed its limitations to please him. Quickly, he licked his lips, sinking his teeth into his bottom lip 
in an attempt to silence himself. A pained sigh escaped him. 


"Let me hear you," Myles breathed. 


Satchel was panting through his mouth, his chest rising and falling much quicker than it usually did during sex. 


When Myles’ teeth returned to his neck, the moan that left Satchel's mouth was deep, guttural, and primal. 
The deep muscles beneath his stomach began to tense to the point of it becoming painful. A constricting 
sensation took over his nether region before spreading through his entire body. His head grew hazy. Sweat 
covered his entire body. He couldn't get enough air into his lungs, his panting getting louder and louder. His head 
tipped back. His eyes were screwed shut, as he tried his hardest to push himself to last a little longer than he 
was going to. He bared his teeth with the discomfort of his impending orgasm. His mouth fell open as his body 
broke through the hazy feeling in his head, bringing him back to the reality that he was being given his climax 
by Myles Kennedy. His eyes snapped open and widened, his pupils constricting in the light. 


"My-Myles." he stuttered, unable to control the noises coming from his vocal chords. 


Satchel's voice was met by silence. He felt Myles suck hard on his neck, sinking his teeth into his skin once 
again Myles was pumping Satchel as hard, and as fast as he could, harder than Satchel could take. His skin was 
burning, and uncomfortable. Satchel was being pushed higher and higher, closer to his orgasm. Satchel moaned 


with every exhale, getting louder as he went. His body trembled against Myles’ steady, muscular form. 


Then, his entire body tensed, his moans fell silent. Satchel had frozen, with a look of ecstasy on his face; his 
mouth hung open, and his eyes were wide. His orgasm filled Myles’ hand, as his eyes rolled into the back of his 
head. At that moment, Myles left Satchel's neck, drawing his face away from him so he could watch Satchel 
come undone. A cold sensation washed over him, causing him to shiver, his bottom jaw trembling. He closed his 
eyes and dropped his head, as he felt his entire body collapse beyond all control. He felt lucky that Myles still 


had him pinned to the wall, otherwise he would have fallen. 


Myles took his hand from Satchel's shaft and wiped the bodily fluids on the guitarist's pubic area. He pulled his 
hand from beneath the spandex then sniffed it. Satisfied that the smell of sperm wasn't powerful enough to 
notice, he turned his attention to the man he had pinned to the wall. He was still hanging limp from the grip 
Myles had on his stomach. 


"Satchel," Myles said softly, "Satchel look at me." 


Satchel slowly brought his head upward. The back of his head hit the brick wall, causing him to flinch slightly. 
His eyes flickered open, yet still drooped from the intensity of his orgasm. Normally when he would climax, he 
could snort a line of cocaine to prevent this feeling happening. Satchel was by no means fond of the cloudiness 


he was feeling, but in a way, he was grateful for it. 

"Are you alright?" Myles asked, his voice soft and full of concern. 

Satchel nodded in response, feeling unable to be able to articulate any form of word. Myles stifled a laugh as 
he brushed his lips against Satchel's. While they were caught in another kiss, Myles slowly released his grip on 
Satchel's wrists, allowing his arms to drop to his sides. However, Satchel's hands found their way to Myles’ 


backside, caressing the black denim material which clothed them. 


"Hey Myles!" came the shout of one of the road crew, "Where are you, man? We've got that beer you and 


Satchel were looking for." 


With frustration, Myles sighed and pulled himself away from Satchel completely; releasing him from the hold 
he had over him. He watched Satchel shakily begin to support himself, and try to compose himself, though he 


was failing. 


"Go and lie down in your dressing room for a few minutes. It will make you feel better," he advised softly, "To 


be continued" Myles spoke darkly, planting a brief kiss on Satchel's lips. 


